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The im (jentletyen of^rana. 


Scoena feptima. 


1 1 — — ^ — <■ 

Enter Iulia and Lucctta, 

Iul. Counfaile,£j/^4,gentk^ 
And eu'n in kinde loue, I doc coniurc thee, 
Who arc the Table wherein all my thought* 
Are vifibly Chara&cr'd, and cngrauM, 
To leflbn me, and tell me fome good meaue . 
How with my honour I may vndertakc 
A iourncy to my louing Prethcus. 

Luc. Alas, the way is wearifome and long. 

Iul. Atrue-dcuoted Pilgrime is not weary 
TomcafureKingdomeswith his feeble ftcps, 
Much lefte fhall flic that hath Loucs Wings to flie f 
And when the flight is made to one fo deere, 
Of fuch diuine perfection as Sir Protbexs. 

Luc. Better forbearc,till Pretheus make rcturnc. 

I*h Ol^know'ft y' not,his looks are my foulcs food? 
Pitty the dearth that I h3iie pined in, 
By longing for that food fo long a time. 
Didft thou but know the inly touch of Lguc , 
1 hou wouldft as foonc goe kindle fire with fnow 
As feeke to quench the fire of Loue with words. 

Luc. I doe not feeke to quench your Loues hot fire. 
But qualine the fires extrcame rage , 
Left it fhould burne aboue the bounds of reafon. 

Iul. The more thou dam'ft it vp,thc more it burnes: 
The Current that with gentle murmure glides 
(Thou know'ft) being ftop^impatiently doth rage : 
But when his faire courfe is not hindered , 
He makes fweet mufickc with th'cnamcld Hones, 
Giuing a gentle kifle to euery fedge 
He ouer-taketh in his pilgrimage. 
And fo by many winding nookes he ftraies . 
With willing fpor; to the wilde.Occan.' 
Then let me goe,an J hinder n£t my courfe : 
He be as patient as a gentle ftreame, 
And makeapaftimeof each weary ftcp, 
Till the laft ftep hauc brought me to my Loue, 
And there He rcft,as after much turmoile 
A bleficd foule doth in E,ltMum, 

Luc. But in what habit will you goe along ? 

Iul. Not like a woman, for I would preuent 
The loofe encounters of lafciuious men ; 
Gentle Lucctta, fit me with fuch weedes 
As may befeeme fome well reputed Page. 

Luc. Why then your Ladifhip muft cut your haire. 

luh No girle,Ile knit it vp in filken firings, 
With twencie od-conccited true-loue knots : 
To be fantafti que, may become a youth 
Of greater time then I (lull fhew to be. (ches/ 

Luc. What fafhion (Madam ) fhall I make your bree- 

IuL Th* fits as weU,as tell me(good my Lord) 
Wh at compafle will you weare your Farthingale ? 
Why eu'n what fafhion thoubeft \ikcs(Lucetta.) 

Luc. You muft needs haue the with a cod-pcece (Ma- 

Jul. Out,out,(L«<vf^)that wilbe illfauourd. (dam) 

Luc. Around hofe(Madam)now's not worth a pin 
Vnlefle you haue a cod-peece to flick pins on. 

Jul. Lucetta,z$ thou lou'ft me let me haue 
What thou think'ft meet,and is moft mannerly. 
But tell mc(wench) how will the world repute mc 
For vndertaking fo vnftaid a iourney ? 


I fcarc me it jvill make me fcandaliz'd. 

Luc. If y bu think e fo, then flay at home, and gg not 

1*1. Nay, tjhat I will apt.. 

Luc. Thenncucrdreamc,onInfamy,butgo: 
If like yoijr iourney*, Vfhen you cook, 

No matter who's difpleas 5 d,when you arc gone: 
I fcare me he will fcarce beplcas'd with all. 

Iul. That is the lcaft(L*<*fta)of my fcare 1 
A thoufand oathes, an. Ocean of his tcarcs, 
And inftanccs of infinite of. Loue, 
Warrant me welcome to my Prothem. 

Luc. All thefe arc fcruants to deccitfull n^n. 

Iul. Bafe men, that vfe them to fo bafe effed; 
But truer ftarres did goucrne Prothem birth, 
His words arc bonds,hi$ oathes arc oracles, 
His loue finccre, his thoughts immaculate, 
His tear€s>pure mefTcngers, fent from his heart, 
His heart.. a* for fromfraud,as heauen fronrearth. 

Luc. Pray heau'n he proue fo when you come to him 

IuL Now,as thou lou'ft me,do him not that wrong, 
To beare a hard opinion of his truth: 
Onely de fcru c my loue, by louing him, 
And prefently goe with me to my chamber 
To take a note of what I ftand in need of, 
To furnifh me vpon my longing iourney : 
All that is mine I leauc at thy difpofe , 
My goods, my Lands, my deputation , 
Onely, in lieu thereof, difpaich mc hence : 
Come ; anfwerc not : but to it prefently, 
I am impatient of my tarriancc. 

Exeunt. 


ABus Tertius,Scena Trima. 


Enter Dut>e, Thurio % ^Protheus ^Valentine 7 
Launce, Speed. 

Duke. Sir Thurio y £\w vs leaue(I pray)a while, 
We haue fome fecrcts to confer about. 
Now tell me Vrothetu, what's your will with me ? 

Pro. My gracious Lord,that which I wold difcouer, 
The Law of friendfhip bids me to concealc, 
But when I call to minde yonr gracious fauours 
Done to me (vndeferuing as I am) 
My dutie pricks mc on to vtter that 
Which elfe,no worldly good fiiould draw from me: 
Know (worthy Prince) Sir Valentine my friend 
This night intends to ttcalc away your daughter : 
My felfc am one made priuy co the plot. 
I know you hauc determined to beftow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates , 
And fhould fhe thus be ftolnc away from you , 
It would be much vexation to your age. 
Thus (for my duties fake) I rather chofe 
To crofle my friend in his intended drift, 
Then (by concealing it) heap on your head 
A pack of forrowes, which would preffeyou dovvnc 
(Being vnprcucated) to your timelcflc graue. 

Duke. Protbeus, I thank thee for thine honeft care, 
Which to requite, command mc while I liue. 
This loue of theirs $ my felfc hauc often feene , 
Haply when they haue iudg'd mc faft afleepc, 
And oftentimes hauc purposed to forbid 
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twvalcntin* her companic, and my Court. 
But fearing left my icalous ayme might erre, 
And fo (vnworthily) difgracc theman 
(A rafhneffe that I eucr yet haue ftiun d) 
1 Paue him gentle lookes,thcrcby to finde 
That which thy felfc haft now diiclos d to me. 
And that thou mai ft perceiue my fcare ot this 
Knowing that tender youth is foone fuggefted , 
I niohtly lodge her in an vppcr Towre, 
The key whereof, my felfc haue eucr kept : 
And thence (he cannot be conuay'd away. 

Pro. Know (noble Lord)thcy hauc deuis d a meanc 
How he her chamber-window will afcend, 
And with a Corded- ladder fetch her downe : 
For which,thc youthfull Louer now is gone, 
And this way comes he with it preicntly. 
Where (if it pleafe you) you may intercept him. 
But (good my Lord) doe it fo cunningly 
That my difcouery be not aimed at : 
For, loue ofyou, not hate vnto my friend, 
Hath made mc publifhcr of this pretence* 

Duke. Vpon mine Honor, he fhall neucr know 
That! had any light from thee of this. 

Pro. Adiew, my Lord, SwVdentwe is comming. 
mk* Sir Valentine, whether away io faft ? 
Vol. Pleafe it your Gracc 3 chere is a Mcftcngcr 
That ftayes to beare my Letters co my friends, 
And I am going to deliuer them. 
D*k Be they of much impoit? 
Val. The tenure of ihem doth but fignifie 
My health, and happy being at your Court. 

T>uk^ Nay then no matter : ftay with me a while, 
I am to breakc with thee of fome affaires 
That touch me neerc : wherein thou muft be fecret. 
Tis not vnknown to thee, that I haue fought 
To match my friend Sir Thurio, to my daughter. 

Vol. I know it well (my Lord) and fure the Match 
Were rich and honourable : befides, the gentleman 
Is full of Vertue, Bounty,Worth, and Qualities 
Befceming fuch a Wifc,as your faire daughter : 
Cannot your Grace win her to fancic him ? 

Duk; No,truft mc,She is peeuifli,fullcn,froward, 
Prowd, difobedient, ftubborne, lacking duty, 
Neither regarding that fhe is my childe, 
Nor fearing mc, as if I were her father; 
And may I fay to thee, this pride of hers 
(Vpon aduice) hath drawne my loue from her, 
And where I thought the remnant of mine age 
Should haue beene cherifh'dby her child-like dutic, 
I now am full refolu'd to take a wife, 
And turne her out, to who will take her in : 
Then let her beauty be her wedding do wre: 
For me, and my po(Te(Tions fhe efteemes not. 

Val. What would your Grace haue me to do in this? 
Duk. There is a Lady in Verona heerc 
Whomlaffcchbut flic is nice, and coy, 
And naught efteemes my aged eloquence. 
Now therefore would I hauc thee to my Tutor 
(For long agone I haue forgot to court . 
Befides the fafhion of the time is chang'd) 
How, and which way I may beftow my felfe 
To be regarded in her fun^bright eye. 

V %l. Win her with gifts, if (he refpeft not words, 
Dumbe Icwels often in their filent kindc 
More then quicke words,doc moue a womans minde. 
Duk. But fhc did fcornc a prcfent that I fent her, 


Val. A woman fomtimc fcorns what beft cotents her. 
Send her another : neucr giuc her ore, 
For fcornc at firft, makes afccr-louc the more. 
If flie doc frowne, *tis not in hate of you, 
But rather to beget more loue in you. 
If fhe doc chide, 'tis not to haue you gone, 
For why, the fooles are mad, if left alone. 
Take no rcpulfc, what euer fhe doth fay, 
For,gct you gon, /he doth not meane awav. 
Flatter, andpraife,commend, extolt their graces : 
Though nerc fo blackc, fay they haue Angclls faces, 
That man that hath a tongue, I fay is no man, 
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Duk. But (he I meanc, is promis'd by her friends 
Vnto a youthfull Gentleman of worth, 
And kept feuerely fromrefort of men, 
That no man hath acccfle by day to her. 

Vol. Why then I would refort to her by night. 

Duk. I, but the doores be lockr, and keyes kept fafc , 
That no man hath recourfe to her by night. 

Val. What letts but one may enter at her window ? 

Duk* Her chamber is aloft,far from the ground, 
And built fo fheluingjthat one cannot dimbc it 
Without apparant hazard of his life. 

Val. Why then a Ladder quaintly made of Cords 
To eft vp, with a paireof anchoring hookes, 
Would feme to fcale another Hero's towre, 
So bold Leander would aducnturc it. 

Duk: Now as thou art a Gentleman of blood 
Aduifc me,wherc I may hauc fuch a Ladder. 

Val. When would you vfc it ? pray fir,tell mc that. 

Duk* This very night ; for Loue is like a childe 
That longs for euery thing that he can come by. 

Val. By fcauen a clock, lie get you fuch a Ladder. 

Dul^ But harke thee : I will goe to her alone, 
How fhall I beft conuey the Ladder thither ? 

VsJ. It will be light (my Lord)thatyou may beare it 
Vnder a cloakc, that is of any length. 

c Duk: Acloake a* long as thine will fcruc the turne? 

Val. I my good Lord. 

Duk^ Then let mc fee thy cloake , 
He get me one of fuch another length. 

Val. Why any doake will fcruc the turn ( my Lord ) 

Dul^. How fhall I fafhion me to we3re a doake ? 
I pray thee let me fcele thy cloake vpon me. 
What Letter is this fame ? what's here ? to Siluta ? 
And hecrc an Engine fit for my proceeding, 
He be fo bold to breakc the fealc for once. 

CJT/7 thoughts do harlour with my Silnia nightly , 
And Jlaues they are to me^ that fend them fly tng. 
Oh y could their Maftercome^ and goe as lightly. 
Him felfe would lodge where (finceles) they are lying. 
Oily Herald Thoughts, in thy pure bofonse r eft -them > 
While I( thetr King) that thither them importune 
Doe curfe the grace jthat with fuch grace hath blefi them, 
Becattfe my felfe doe want my feruants fortune. 
I curfe my felfe or they are fent by me, 
That thej Jhould harbour where their Lordfhouldbc. 

What's here ? Siluia, thU night I will enfranchife thee. 

'Tis fo : and heere's the Ladder for the purpofc. 

Why Phaeton (for thou art tJMerops fonnc) 

Wilt thou afpire to guide the heauenly Car / 

And with thy daringfolly burnr the world ? 

Wilt thou reach ftars^ccaufc they fhine on thec ? 

C 3 Goe 
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